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SLOPER TO THE RESCUE AGAIN. 


“I do not think the general public quite realises yet the important part played by Poor Papa in the management of the nation’s affairs. My parent is not the 
man to brag, but it must be very gratifying to his feelings to find that no Government appears to be able to get on without him. Only the other day Lord Wolseley 
and the Premier came down in hot haste to consult Papa over the Matabele difficulty, and after Dad had decided upon the course of action, he took the opportunity 
of explaining several ingenious inventions, which he wishes the War Office to adopt. I hear the distinguished visitors were much impressed.” 


—Toorsiz. 
GREAT EXCITEMENT ON MONKEY ISLAND. MAD OR MOUNTEBANK ? 


Jim PANzY CHALLENGES THE MIssinG LINK. 


“ As we had none of us been apprised of his peculiarities 
with respect to food,” says Tom Moore, “the em 
ment of our host (Samuel Rogers, the banker-poet) was 
a little on discovering that there was nothing on the table 
which his noble guest could eat or drink. Neither meat, 
fish, nor wine would Lord Byron touch, and of biscuits and 
soda water which he asked for there had unluckily been no 
provision. He professed, however, to be equally well pleased 
with the potatoes and vinegar, and of these meagre materials 
contrived to make rather a hearty dinner.” “I did not then 
know what I now know to be a fact,” says Rogers, “ that 
Byron, after leaving my house, had gone to a club in St. 
James's Street and eaten a hearty meat supper.” 

What manner of mountebank was this! I, who write, 
knew just such another. With less genius and a now for- 
gotten name, but mostly because he neglected his chances ; 
in face and form far handsomer and more noble, but mad 
—and deformed. 

George Gordon, Lord Byron, born in London, January 
22nd, 1788, was the poet in an “age of poetry,” though I am 
not sure whether much of that poetry would go down as 
well nowadays ; endowed with rank and fortune, and with 
all the world at his feet, was, or said he was, the most un- 
happy —, in the — “He was,” basabere tells = 
Q) Tn f Ae 2) 10rn Rounp.—“Jim then let out his famous knock-out undcr-cut, and his “the son of a man of almost insane profligacy, to approac 

E START.—Jim vowing to give his opponent socks, (2) adversary fell and failed to rise." —Zhe Bruiser's Times. ‘ frenzy, The genius of Byron was as much distemper as 
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ability. He was unlucky in a congenital malformation of the 
limbs, which he could only conceal by careful padding. This was 
a source of misanthropical bitterness, poisoning all the springs of 


hi marriage proved a source of misery. Twelve months later 
moi! Byron separated from him, his conduct being such that onl 
on the supposition of his insanity could she have excused it. He 
was only twenty-six when for years he became an exile from his 
waits freakish fous lif Chambers, “his egotistical, 

is freakish, mysterious life,” says Chambers, 8 e 
misanthropical poetry, so expressive of an unsatisfied and unhap 
mind, latterly his giving himself to the composition of w 
trenching on the indecent and immoral, caused him to be the sub- 

ect of intense curiosity and infinite discussion in his own day 
or some years afterwards.” 

Hazlitt is very severe on the poet. “He makes virtue serve asa 
foil to vice. A classical intoxication is followed by the splashing 
of soda water, by frothy effusions of ordinary bile. the 
lightning and the hurricane, we are introduced to the interior of 
the cabin and the contents of wash-hand basins.” 

But many praised him rapturously. Lockhart says, “ Byron's 
countenance ixa thing to dream of.” A lady, seeing the for 
the first time, exclaimed, “That pale face is my fate.” And Lock- 
hart adds, “ Poor soul! if a God-like face and God-like powers 
could have made gg excuse for devilry, to be sure he one.” 
“His voice,” says Mrs. Opie, “was such a voice as the devil 
artes Rvs with: vou feared its fascination the moment vou 

ea t. 

Macaulay thus winds up the sad story: “Anxiety, exertion, 
exposure, and those fatal stimulants which had become indepen, 
sable to him stretched him on a sick bed in a strange land, amidst 
+ strange faces, without one human being that he loved near him. 
There, at thirty-six, the most celebrated Englishman of the Nine- 
teenth Century closed his brilliant and miserable career.” 

His remains lay in state at George Street, Westminster. Moore 
says, when they were taken away to be buried at Newstead, there 
were very few respectable nore in the crowd, but he saw one 
rv crying ina barouche, “Bless her heart, whoever she in,” he 
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LAITEST. 
The Docter av sow on Blud Stane Bil iss legg. Wee ope itt iss 


rite side in front. 
—— 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 


should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Dv not inclose loose stamps, 


Thank you, WELL-WISHER, our artist Is recovering at last. 
Have no fear for him, we pray yow All the danger now ts } 
You must make your orn selection, That's the way tt's done, ¥. G. 

, BEN, we cannot use them. Yes, a dozen, 8. N.E. Not ‘for 
ra, AN OLD ADMIRER. rite imaginary, PHIL. | Engla 
hen, A FOOTBALL MANAIc, them well by three to nil, 
——— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the Worid, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, te. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6e. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“TnE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kivsques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our - 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RuE DE LA BANQUE, 


_— 


NINB OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


-£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall ha to meet 
with his or her death ina Hailway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United oy. Fees 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF- 
Houiway” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 


follotting Wednesday morning. 


— 


HOW TO GET AT IT. °- 


“ How do you know she’s thirty?” “Easy enough; if a girl's 
ds say she’s forty, and she says twenty, she must be thirty, 


see? 
—<.+ — 


JUST LIKE MAMMA. 

Two girls were strolling along the Embankment, talking about 
their beaux, of course—at least one of them was. . 

“Fred was up to see me last night,” she said with a twitter. 

“That's twice in a week, isn't it?’ inquired the other. 

“Yes ;” and she blushed and giggled. 

“T suppose he'll come three times in the next week ?” 

“1 sup) so.” 

“ And four times the next?” 

“That's what brother says.” 

“ And five times the next?” 

“That's what sister says.” 

“ And six times the next?” 

“That's what auntie says.” 

* And seven times the next?” 

“That's what papa says.” 

“ And then what?” 

“Then we'll get married. That's what everybody says.” 

* And then what?” g 

“Then I won't see him any more of an evening. That's what 


mamma says.” 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 625.—The “ Military Cyclist” Costume. 


EXPERIENCE. 


“But, if I understand his letter, he loves me.” “A man that can 
write an understandable letter, my dear, is not in love.” 


She. Great bloomers! a but- 
ton's come off ! 

He. Allow me to lend you a 
hairpin. 


An Ancient Greek, indulging in 
a little lively dead language. 


HARD LINES FROM THE BEST AUTHORS. 
No. 5.—“ Rich and rare were the gems she wore.” 


eer 


OTT = rar, Se ee 5k = me oi thes cg 
3 ( ? : 


{Saturday, April 18, 1996, 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


ScENE—The Editorial Sanctum. 
thood-natured Friend. 1 met Corker this em and he w:-, 
saying all sorts of spiteful things about you. He said you coul;,, 
write a line of English, that you were no good whatever a; ;,, 
editor, and that you hadn't two ideas in your head. > 
Editor (with pleasant smile), My gracious! 1 didn’t think ¢},,: 
Lani anyone who had such a bad opinion of me, except ;,,; 


itor. ss 
e 


5 ence) How was it Knaggedat never even attended his wi,:, 
unera: 
Dobbs. Well, 1 believe he happened to have rather a lot to «, 
that day. Business before pleasure is his motto, you know, 
ss 


s 
“Har you heard about my brother's robbery?” asked \|- 
Tsaacstein, whose relative's safe had been rifled by burglars :},. 
previous evening. “No,” responded our contributor prompt! 
‘whom did he rob?” °° a 


Wife. And you.told me that 1t would ever be your aim tw m:\;. 
my life naught but one of happiness, and to think that I believ.: 


ou. 
Trial) Thai's wotking. 1 believed 1s oh the tirms miyeeel 
ss 


s 
PROVERBIAL sayings are mostly wise, 
And such to his conduct the Mound applies: 
As he did last week, when to him was given 
His outfitter's debit for Ten, twelve, seven! 


“That the pounds and shillings I cannot pay, 

Is making me careworn from day to day. 

But hanged if I'll fret o'er the odd seven d.— 

I will e’en take care uf the pence !” said he. 
te 


s 

Marworm, 1 was very glad to see that you refused to throw tie 
dice with those young ne’erdowells just now, Brother Stiggins. 

Ge foes I wasn't going to throw the dice with them to see w}:, 
should pay for the liquid refreshment which we had imbibed, 1.1 
only because I consider that dicing is gambling, but as it happene:| 
1 had my two-headed tossing penny in my pocket. 

ss 


s 
“No, hang it all, Bertha!” cried the indignant hubby. “ Han., 
it all! you now, I can stand you cribbing my shirts and co!l::;. 
and appropriating my newest and neatest ties ; but when it convs 


to cutting down my favourite ag of bags to make into bicyclins 
knickerbockers, I feel it’s time to put my foot down firmly.” 
es 


s 
Young Sharpshins. 1 say, dad, what is Martial Law? 
Old Sharpshins (with a growl). Ma shall law is the rule a 
married man lives under when his wife's mother lives with him. 
ss 


s 
“You are charged,” said the Beak, severely, “ with being riotous! 
drunk in the public thoroughfares ; what have you to say: ' 
“Simply this, your worship,” said the prisoner, “that it’s a fo: 
aspersion on my character. I may have been, but I w:. 
too bally far gone to be riotous.” 


s 
Tradesman (on discovering a man in his cellar). Who are you! 


Stranger. The gasman. have come to see by your meter hu. 


much you have used during the last month. 
Tr 2%. Good gracious! I was hoping you were only 1 
burglar. ** 


The Rector, Are you sure, now, you didn’t buy those sweets wii!: 
the money your father gave you to put in the collection plate? 
Youngster. Certain, sir ; he never gives me nothin’—only buttou-. 
ses 


s 
In the years of his life ere he married a wife, 
He harboured no hankering stronger 
Than his yearning terrific to get some specific 
Which should cause his moustache to grow longer. 
Now that wedded is he, and the babe on his knee 
With the hair on his face is a sporter, 
He yearns, with a sigh, some specific to buy 


hich will cause his moustache to grow shorter! 
ss 
s 
Peter Simple. No, 1 don’t suppose I shall ever marry. It’s here:!- 
atary with me, don’t you know. My father was a helor, aus 


So was a bachelor, and—what the deuce are y01 
fellows laughing at? oe 


“T pon’t think Muser’s pastoral idylls are anything like as prett’ 
as they used to be.” “Don't you know why?” “No.” “He's le: 
that fiat he had in Bloomsbury, with the view of the mews i. 


chimney-pots, and gone to live in the heart of the country.” 
ses 


s s 
Customer. No, I can't say I like this pattern, Sni n ; it's tov 
smallacheck. | es porters, Dslr 
Tailor. Yes, sir, it’s like that one you gave me six months 25". 
on account, *.* 


Country Cousin. What is the use of the spike on the top of thx 
volunteer's hel:met ? ; 
London Cousin. Oh! he forms one of the brigade which wou! 
have to fight the foreign balloons in case of war, and that a iv 
to catch anyone of the enemy who happened to fall out of the ex’. 


ef 


ALPHABETICAL. 


HE was certainly what you might call an “ikey” young geut!- 
man—one of those real knowing ones, always ready with a wor! 
in or out of season, and ig uick at repartee. He was never it 
a loss for re , not he. If he was, slang would do as well. | 

He was what a police-court reporter would describe as fashion- 
tj Metis yo for he wore a nice loose brown coat with a vel\! 
collar and rolled cuffs, and a tall, shiny hat, and suede gloves, 
patent leather boots, and light tweed trousers, and a white tie at! 
a big horse-shoe pin—all diamonds, of course. He wore ot!’ 
things, certainly, but the foregoing catalogue enumerates 1!: 
articles that met the eye first. 

And he strolled into an A. B. C. tea-shop and sat down at a lit!’ 
marble-topped table opposite the counter. And he waited for tl: 
smart young lady in the corner to come and attend to him. ~!: 


came not, : 
He whistled softly, and flicked his patents with his cane. “>! 
cometh not,” he said. 

.Then he drummed upon the table, and looked daggers. 1!’ 
did not pierce her, though. 

“Gertie!” he said, in the most amiable tone he could assume. 

No effect. 

“Gladys!” he next essayed. But the result was the same. 

“Ermyntrude Fitz-Roy Marjoribanks!” was the next ex!"" 
ment, uttered in a tone that spoke the servility due to high birt! 
But he might just as well have addressed the stars. . 

“Sally!” he cried, more sharply. (Refer back for result. \ 
must not be tautological.) 

“ Here, miss—hurry up, please!" (Refer to previous paragri)"! 
as before.) 

By this time our Johnnie was gettin 
smothered his resentment, and summoned 
Blandly he cried, — 

“Miss A. B. C—are you D. E. F.?” 

Well, she could not stand any more like that, so she gave """ 
cup of tea and a slice of cake quick. 


annoyed, But | 
his wits to his al 


Saturday, April 18, 1896.) 
THE BURGLARY SEASON. 


ym 
* Don't you hear a noise, John?” said Mrs, Mortalthirs 

ler husband up at dead of night. “ Yes, m'dear, I thin Tae 
responded old Mortalthirst, “it seems to be in the cellar—I'll just 
yo down and see!” 

a ee 


TOOTSIE AT THE ALHAMBRA. 
—— 


ras is the Age — Wace A 
wong ago came the kale and the thaumatrope and 
zuetrope. Then Professor Edison red out the kinetoscope, and 
~»mneone else the cinématographe, and now Mr. Paul comes to the 
front Hee ie animatographe, and for the time being we are com- 
poratively happy. 

Tiere are a few more on the way that I might aera tte this 

to 


ought h 
for the printer this 
week e 

I have named 


was a dance of 
Nautch girls that 
was__ particular! 
fetching. There 
was the scene of 


* gees where- 
at the working 
man, when right 
on the is 
found to 


y 
hurry about him. 
Half-an-hour's 
loss of time won't 
of any ears of 

you 
bet. ms 


Also slowish, if 
Lluebeard: FRED STOREY, sure, is the sparr- 
mn ing of two scien- 
tiie pugilists, but equally life-like. They are evidently endea- 
vouring to let the haughty amateurs have as near five minutes’ 
fun for their ten guineas as can be possibly managed without 
hurtio pad ne 
Of other gi items in the programme just now at the 
Alhambra, 1 must mention, with erent ‘ise, theclever and refined 
dancing of the Christoffersen Trio of Norwegian Dancers, including 
young ladies and a youth. The Alhambra has ever been 
y famous for its acrobatic displays, and the Hegelmanns, 

ial performances, are quite up to the mark. 
and Lauraine give a very comic performance, and cause 
of laughter with their upside down boxing match. The 
: are still gathering, I am glad to see,and Blue Beard, with 
; ag in the title part, is well to the fore. 
f let me look back, though, 1 have somehow missed Barwick. 

ou must not miss Barwick, 

There are a good number ot music-halls in London, one way and 
uother—twenty-nine at least, perhaps more. What fortunes some 
{the favourites must be pocketing and, let us trust, putting by. 


Two of the ballet. 
{ was not always so, There were shabby, threadbare, hard up 


im 
) 


once. What has become of the favourites of those days? 
and forgotten. But once upon a time it seemed to be impos- 
that their very names should pass into oblivion. Authors, 
'he-way, are not as a rule forgotten as soon as actors ; but actors 
‘e the longest in the flesh, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from all parts of the World. 


SLOPER’S PlhbS 


PRICE 9i¢ PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


FULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY BACH Box. 
4A CERTAIN CURE FOR 


LIVER COMPLAINT, INDIGESTION, Erc. 


ns 
10 High Beveredgewell, Dunfermlsne, 


March 24th, 1896. 
GENTLEMEN —TI enclose ‘age stamps for four boxes 
of Sloper’s , which I pe you 2 forward to my 
address, as we cannot get them here. I and my friends are 
highly delighted with their good qualities, 
Yours truly, ANDREW MILLAR. 
ieee 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
9id. IN STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, B.C, 


4 


REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


nar append to gad who wish Lap eet | = ® LAD 
fe, certain, speedy remedy for irre. 
gularities and cbetrestions, a femnedly which LADIES 
under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difficult and 

CASES 


OBSTINATE 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD 
RELIEF 


1 LADIES 
GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS, 

No case hopeless, failure is simply im ible, LADIES 

as Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell’ 


writes : 

“By adopting your treatment my anxiety 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, 
although for over three months I had been 
daily taking pills and other — in vain. 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective, 
to my intense joy and surprise.” 

A sworn gore is enclosed with all testi- 
monials and medicine, which is inex; ve, 
as one bottle at 4s. 6d. (by post, 4s, 9d.) is us- 
ually sufticient for any case. 

Full particulars will be  fiadly forwarded to 
any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. 

Write privately to— 


Mrs. A. 8. ALLEN, 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, 
LONDON 


, S.W. 


BEdCCCCCOCOCCCCCCGOGGS 


DR. DAVIS'S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 


Are Unequalled. The most effectual on earth. Nething can resist them. 


94d., 1/1}, 2/9, 4/6, Sent free from observation by 


Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope. 


HIS ONLY FAULT. 
BILL WEBBINCOPP, who used to write all those pretty little 
rhymed bits under the bird and flower blocks—you know; all 
about the larks singing to the breaking day, and the flowers open- 
ing to greet the dawn—had one great failing : he couldn't up 
himself, leastways not until the streets were well aired and the in 
was dry on the second editions of the Star. It used to make 
little Mra. W— as wild asa cat, too. Not only were bi 3 
after breakfasts kept waiting till everything was spoiled, but Bill’s 
business had to suffer | carga and the shoe pinched at home. 

But last Thursday Bill got up at ten—it was a bit against his 
inclination, but, all the same, he got up. It was like this: 

At eight o’clock, when the postman came, Mary Jane tapped on 
the door and said : “ LE ty o'clock, sir, missis ‘as been down a ‘our.” 

“Allri’, Mary,” cried Bill from the bed-clothes, and dozed off again. 

At half-past eight Mary rapped on the door again : “ It’s ha’-past 
base sir; missis says she can't keep the bacon ‘ot no bey ae 

“ All ri’ age? growled Bill from the bed-clothes, and burrowed 
again in the pillows. 

‘At nine Mary once more put in an appearance. As the sound of 
her knuckles, on the door ae ided, she bleated: “Nine 
o'clock, sir, missis has had the breakfus’ cleared away an’ the 
childrin’s gone to echool.” 

“Down in half-a-tick, Mary,” grumbled Bill, still in the bed- 
clothes, and turned over on the other side. : 

A few minutes before ten Mrs. Moprinncyy. in bonnet and shawl, 
left the house, and, twenty minutes later there was a rare rumpus. 
The loud double-double knock of the tele ph boy resounded 
through the house. It was a telegram—reply paid—for William, 
and the boy stood on the mat and whistled an erroneous impression 
of, “See me on my ape posal whilst ey ee somewhat startled, 
ascended the stairs an pounded on the bedroom door, 

“Hullo ! what’s up?’ 

“Telegram for you, sir, and he wants a narnser? ” 

It was Bill's turn to be startled now. Nobody ever telegraphed 
to Aim, much less upon a matter of such importance as to demand 
an immediate answer. Something had gone wrong, somewhere! 
Somebody dead, perhaps. Bill rolled out from his beloved bed- 
clothes in pretty pe time, opened the door a few inches, and 
grabbed the fateful telegram. Then he read : 

“ What time do you intend shifting your lazy carcass 
and going towork? Reply, care of Officer at the Univn, 
with whom I am arranging for much-needed out-door 
relief, Your wife, Emma!” ain 

It certainly cost Mrs. Webbincopp one-and-fivepence-halfpenny 
out of her hone-too-abundant * housekeeping money,” but it cured 
Bill of laying a-bed. 


——= 


JUVENILE PRECOCITY. 

NEVER mind pt dap you may hear to the contrary, the School 
Board is ruining the small boy, and turning him into a fiend and a 
scourge. Just round the corner from Shoe Lane, a worthy son of 
St. Crispin sits and soles and heels the trotter cases of East Harding 
Street from dawn to dewy eve. And when the festival of All Fools 
comes round, which, like quarter-day and the Poor it has an 
unpleasant habit of doing. the precocious youth of those 3 
drops in upon the cobbler tu inquire the current price of the 
commodity known as “strapping oil.” It is then that the soul of 
the shoemaker waxeth wroth and, shaking his fist at the disturber 
of his peace. he yells, “If 1 only had hold of yer, my fine fellow, I'd 
break every blessed bone in yer body!” — “ 

“Garn!" retorts the board-scholar, with supreme disdain, ye 
don’t know what you're talkin’ about. You couldn't locate any 
single bone in the whole anatomy without a Réntgen apparatus, 
nor call the funny bone by its Latin appellation to save yer 
bloomin’ life!” 
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A MERCIFUL ESCAPE. 


(By a LopGina-HOUSE FLEA.) 
ceseegies ns 
“Tt isn't all honey” being a flea; at least when the occupant of 
the bed in which you reside happens to be a tleshless, blaodless, 
salt-tasting old maid. However. there is one beauty in being ina 


| \\¥ i 


lodging-house, and that is you get # variety,” though it doesn’t 
always prove “charming. was giad when the old maid went, 
anda great big woman took her place. 

She wasn't one of those hateful flea-hunting females, but would 
let a fellow feed in peace, and there certainly was a spirituous 
influence about her, for after a good fill, a drowsiness would cause 
me to roll over,and many a time of a morning I found myself 
upside down in the blanket. The taste for this alcoholic creature 
grew aol “a me until I became afraid of being caught napping, and 
a 1 Providence perhaps saved me from a drunkard’s death, 
for she packed up her things one day and went. 

My bed was ina combined room, in a lodging-house in a back 
street in Brighton. I know this description is suggestive of objec- 
tionable bedfellows, but no such enemies assailed me, my landlady 
having routed them out to make things more comfortable. For 
one week the bed was empty, and growing mighty hungry, | fairly 
danced with joy when a young woman with a baby undertook to 
an occupant. Her pale face foreboded poor blood, and the 
sickly child suggested poorer; but starvation makes one less 
particular, so I started on the latter, and found its skin soft and 
tender. The meal was most enjoyable, though perhaps my con- 
science pricked me somewhat, for the little one winced and cried. 

There was a look of anxious love in the mother’s eyes as she 
pressed it gently to her breast. Two big tear waves fell, and I 
eee Tate with ae baby,” shel ahisperad = * Do 

y me, yy,” she whisi i: n't go. He 
cursed you and wished you dead, and ag love him still—poor 
foolish me! When I left him six months ago to lead his drunken 
life alone, I soon went back, but he was gone. Where is he now? 
Oh! baby, where?” Her head drooped forward, and a briny 
torrent nearly swept me away. 

“A — to see you,” said the landlady’s voice as she threw 
open the door, and a stranger stood on the threshold. His eyes 
were fixed on us so earnestly that 1 was half afraid he saw me. 

“Nellie,” he said, coming close, “my little wife, can you for- 
give?” His tone was oh! so humble, but she did not move or 


speak. 

* I've come back a better 
man ; I’ve given up drink 
and signed the ige, and 
will keep it till I die, I 
swear ! me try and 
win you ye and res “ 
again, will you, my little 

ell?" 


fgg ear 
ng 
baby gently down, threw 
her ar — = toms 
nec an whisperin 
“ Husband !"’ laid her head 
upon his breast. 
It was only natural that 
I should feel thirsty after 
being nearly pick in 
tears, —_ — my Mi 
un 8 on \ 
= sotiett ping the aft 
orgy aL” Lite fe thi ho, having had enough, 
ull.” a many others, who, having 
vans more I was just about to gratify this greedy desire when— 
—horror of horrors !—a finger and thumb took me prisoner, and 
1 feel sure that in one eseona I must have aged at least ten days. 
I heard the woman laugh and say, “ Here's a bold bad flea been 


eating our baby. What shall be done with it?” 

“Don’t kill it,” said the man, “we're too happy to-day to take 
even that tiny life. Let us celebrate the occasion. I have shaken 
pod the Brasp of drink and it shall rejoice with me in a Merciful 

scape. 
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MULBERRY FITZFUDDLETON SLOPER. 
Bory, 1228. SPONTANEOUS COMBUSTION, 1282,§ 
From a Painting by asreteras’ Gubbins, at the Tower of 
On. 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—EMPEROR MENELIK II. 


oe wee 


INININE I 
po NINN 
aS VANANAS 008 


France aid not like A. SLOPER going out to Abyssinia to inter- 
view Menelik, and even Lord Salisbury's parting words at Hatfield 
were: “Be careful, the eyes of Kurope are on you.” “My dear 
Salisbury, when did you ever know me make a mistake?” said A, 
SLOPER, nbsently taking his lordship’s gold-mounted umbreila and 
leaving his own in the stand, It was with a light heart the Eminent 
leapt aboard //.4/.8. Bow Street, and bidding Alexandry put her nose 
due Abyssiniawards entered his state cabin. The following is from 
the illustrious interviewer's own shorthand notes,——(1) portion 
of whicn are here re in fac simile: “ Before p ing up 
country called in the Italian Camp.——(3) Saw Baratieri_ looking 
evidently down in the mteth—symrenen with him—said he felt 
grateful for it—dar a tear, he succeeded _in mastering his emotion— 
soon after met another General, ‘Who have I the honour of 
addressing?’ I inquired, saluting, He did not appear to understand 


SHE FAIRLY SHOCKED HIM. 


ee CAL Y 
| Peytapus 


Mr. Mumblechook, Ah, sir! the World is 
evil, and it's difticult to get a 7ruth. 

Ur. Chumpehop. Ah, dessay ; never read 
either my ry “SLOPER.” 


+ 


Professor. It requires a very delicate touch 
to be able to discriminate accurately, and a 
special gift, I can tell you, into the bargain. 

Client, 1 have already made my bargain— going to pay me for that sack o’ taturs?”"——(3) And the Elder had 
half-a-crown—and you get no spec : 
from me, I can tell you. 


) oe 
AWWW 


SERN 


my question, for he said ‘Bald his error.’ ‘Sir,’ said J, ‘I don't 
agree with you ; we are all liable to mistakes.’ ‘What the devil do 
you mean, sir?’ he cried in choice Italian. ‘You asked me my 
name and T gave it you—General Baldissera, chief in command !’ 
Thought I'd start at once up country—did.—§(3) Shot at by Abys- 
sinian soldier—made me jump, not expecting it—luckily missed—told 
nim who I was—evidently not impressed—fired again—missed once 
more—took me _ prisoner——(4 fore Menelik, who scowled— 
thought I'd try a ben mot—said he was rightly named, as he could 
many lick—scowl vanished. He said it was ‘dam good ’—stood 
drinks——(5) Introduced me to his good lady—did not seem to 
impress her with my seal beautv—choicest little compliments had 
likewise no effect—they whispered apart—Emperor drew sword—felt 
edge with thumb—remembered, at this moment, I had forgoticu 
Alexandry—parental anxiety—fled to look for him. 


fs 
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THE ELDER IN DEBT. 


gifts tegither.’ Naa, And continued, “ Hoo much did 
waters, “ Naething, naething! ye've paid me fine |" 


Pet nee 


oT epee 
(Saturday, April 18, 1896. 
*,° Miss Sloper will be delighted t ire 
photographs pe those of “4 riend. Hee 
portraits have not yet been inserted, 
TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS, 


No. 439.—Mi1ss MABEL HACKNEY. 

“Her peerless beauty drives me to despair.” 
—The Dook Snook, 

“Hast thou, dear love, no pity for thy slave?” 


db Bod, 
“Mine is a true and everlasti: ion.” 
- we Ton, Billy. 


(1) As the Elder was returning from a scripture class,——(2) This individual hissed, “ Ar’ !® 


replied, “ Let's hev a érink 
ye say I owed ye?” and the answer swept over tO 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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“THIMAZIANIN 


3. r : 7 
Core »ro-Oie £266 -of Lond adie Te GoureS-0 Ker merySGreabnroh 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 

All those who volunteering went, A jolly time at Easter spent :—A leap for effect at last :—The Irish tournament, I see, A great success turned out to be :— 
liberty, indeed, Which, luckily, did not succeed :—The pastry of to-day, we're ‘I'he nation's greatness, 'twould appear, Is largely due to lager beer—Almost 
told, But ill compares with that of old :—'Tis warmish weather this for play, But time we wound up the football season now, eh? All going well and strong, I 
all will end on Saturday :—T he Bill, you may remember, passed, And fully takes hope. Ta, tal——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


THE GOOD OLD DAYS OF YORE. TROUBLE FOR DAD. EXPLAINED. 


Tommy. Say, ma, is Crosse and Blackwell's place 
called the Empire? 

“That was a brave action you did, in jumping Into 
the water to rescue Isaac Jacobs?” “ baal (re see, 
he’s a very good fellow, and he had promised to pay 
my boat fare.” 


“WHAT ARE THE WILD WAVES SAYING?" 


ATi MIMg 


Mrs. Earhole says, as Mr. Dur Maria ’as copied ‘is yh " 
“How we used to knock ‘em when I was young!” Trilby dress from ‘er robes, i Fisherman, Hi! d'yer want ter dround yerselt? 


126 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—S— 


Tht Fabric popped into the Met 


litan 
an hour or 20, und was mot long tu the other evening for 


iscovering that they can do 
things quite as well in 
Road as at 


was quite 
unable to tear himself 
nway before the v 
last turn, The Agéd’s 
fatherly and appreciative 
eye was attracted, in 
Las tyra by that 
spi young serio 
ana dancer: Miss 
Beatrice Kent, whom 
vur artist has this week 
made the subject of his 
ak. Wane * Little 

‘ootsey Wootsey” song 
is a big catch, and the 
way she warbled “An 
Old Man's 
would rather be, 
made the Ancient weep. 
: He quite agrees wit! 
you here, Beaty, quite. “ Theu's his sentiments " exactly. 


s 
THE Moth-Eaten Fabric has just conferred the “Award of 
Merit” upon WILLIAM J. SUMNER, becanse he's “ The Doc.” 
After a long and painful gasp for air, “Feyther,” gurgled the 
Azure-Eyed Alexandry, “is this the cove as is one of the editors of 
Lhe Encore? And is he a blooming medico as well as a bally 
littératen, 2 *Cos if he combines the two, can t we make a trendly 
arrangement with ‘im to write music-hall pars for the ‘ HALF-’UN’ 
and ~ bly the staff with diachylum ister? As you know, we 
use a tidy amount of it at ‘ome, too. It's very rare that T ain't got 
a bit stickin’ on some part of my hanatomy, owin’ mainly to the 
things you're in the ‘abit of chuckin’ at—.” But this time no 
plaister in the world would have answered the purpose, The 
effect of a father’s hand on a son's trousers can satya oma jorated 
by a cooling lotion. es 
s 


WITH the final tie, due on Saturday at the Crystal Palace, 
football will have to stand down fora bit. Year by year since the 
introduction of pro- 
fessionalism the game 
has degenerated into a 
money making busi- 
ness, and the spirit of 
sport is quite lost 
sight of now in the all- 
consuming anxiety for 


n gate. e 
youth of England does 
not play foothall now, 
he prefers to sit among 
a yelling crowd and 
see twenty-two hired 
a do it for him. 

n some cases he 
off his supers wens 
energy by ing ina 
ruffianly attack on the 
referee, but this is 
usually the extent of 
his exertions. Well, 
well, he is not much 
_—- than the Le? 

ouse punters, who 
back horses in public- 
house tap rooms, and 
call themselves sports- 
men. There is a 
healthier tone about cricket, thank goodness! but, alas, even here 
the fessional element is becoming rampant, and the so-called 
ama\ is, in many cases, like the “gentleman” rider, a hollowsham. 


Mr. TREE is a great actor, and his sg in Trildy is a work 
of art. It is gratifying, however, to find men of equal abilit 
amongst the ranks of the not-quite-so-well-known, Such a man is 
Kdgar Smart, who is playing Tree's part to delighted audiences in 
Charles Abud’s Company now on tour. He is quite an ideal 
Svengali, and looking at him one might well say— 

“ This is the Jew 

That Du Maurier drew.” 

All through the piece he proves himself to be an actor of brilliant 
power. ole 


THE “Sloper Warrant” has this day been bestowed upon 
Messrs. A. Jeffries and Co., 19 Pilgrim Street, E.C. The fortunate 
firm has been appointed Frame Makers to A. SLOPER, and they're 
going to givea uet to celebrate the event. They're very nice 
peop ey look at things in the proper light. : 


s 
THE fortunes of the Princess's Theatre indeed, in the 
ascendant. No more interesting drama than The Star of India, 
which now holds the 
there, has been 
luced for years, and 
r. Albert G must 
be warmly congratulated 
upon the success which is 
eueneing his 
and energetic 
ment. In placing (ne 
commission for a new pla; 
capecueced’ ‘writes U5 
ex as 
G. R. Sims and Arthur 
Shirley he was well ad- 
vised, and the instantane- 
ous and emphatie success 
of the work they have 
given him must be ex- 
tremely tifying to all 
conce! . India is a field 
strangely neglected by the 
d and even here 
but one of the five acts is 
cera = that oer oe 
act, however, is, perhaps, 
the best of them all, as it 
undoubtedly is the most 
stirring. A capital play is 
The Star of India, well 
written, finely mounted, 
and splendidly acted by a first-rate cast. 


INTEREST in the Covent Garden Balls still continues. The public 
evidently can't have too many of ‘em. He's a wonderful man is 
Gussie, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE ELOPEMENT OF THE FUTURE. 


“Come, my dar! fly with me now, my fiery steed awaits 
without. “i cold (Bat she said he Sea huaien beer: 


i 


BILLY AND BALLY., 
ee ee ee ay Ae 
= ~ Westminster Budget. 
“Come, do as I bid hs 
Don’t linger or dally! 


You obstinate kid. = fe 
Says Billy to Bally. 
“Nay, dad, you old gaby! 
Pray don't be so silly ! 
I'm no longer a baby !” 
Says Bally to Billy. 
“Oh, ain't you? Then, hang “Ha! blow me and blarmney ! 
you! You still shilly-shally ? 
My forces I'll HB o. Then you're sacked from the 
And in warfare 1'11 bang you!” Army!" 
Says Billy to Bally. Says Billy to Bally. 
“What! Beat me,and bindme, ‘Nay, dad, you're too clever! 
And teea me on skilly? Your power I'll ‘knock silly’ 
Too tricky you'll find me!” In Yank-land for ever!” 
Says Bally to Billy. Says Bally to Billy. 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A CALENDAR FOR THE WREK ENDINU APRIL 26711, 1896. 


10th April, 1687.—Says Evers, day: “I heard the 
famous singer Cifaccio, estemed the in Europe. Indeed, his 
holding out and delicateness in extending and loosening a note 
with incomparable softnesse and sweetnesse was admirable ; for 
the rest I found him a mere wanton effeminate child, very coy and 
proudly conceited to my apprehension.” 

20th April, 1836.—“I went,” says Raikes, this day, “to see 
Victor Hugo’s pope hed Angelo—a thrilling horror, but marked 
with the stamp of id 


2ist 1836,—It is this da: 
ten, whose er been struck in a cabaret in Paris by a 
drunken shoemaker, stabbed the nian. on for his defence 
he said : “ Ma foi! tl a battu ma mére ; la moutarde m'est montée 
au nez, et je U'ai frappé.” 

22nd April, 1769.—This day was born Caleb Baldwin, “ the 
Pride of Westminster.” In 1817 he and “Old Joe Ward,” alsoa 
famous boxer, took a benefit. Caleb and Paddington Jones put on 
the gloves, and Caleb prefaced the set-to by saying that he and 
Jones had “ a a tough fight twenty-eight years before and had 
been pals ever since.” 


reported that a boy aged 


23rd April, 1826.—It is noted under this date in The Good- 
Fellows’ Calendar, that “the Metropolis now soon gets deserted and 
the fashionables rusticate— 

“ All throughout London, that oxergrons place, 

‘ Lodgings to let’ stare you full in the face.” 


24th 1617.—The of Admiral Concini, who died 
this day iu was torn from the grave and tied to the tail of an 
d about the streets. His ears were nailed to the 


ass 
gates of the city, and his heart cooked and eaten by the mob. 


25th A 
—pes his c r of liberties and privileges to the people of Penn- 
sylvania. Some of his immediate descendants until 
an estate called 
most part 
years old, however, still flourishes there in a garden and bears fruit. 


——t 


WHY 


SHE RESENTED IT. 


Miss Varasour's New Freend, Yes, she called me a barmaid, and 
I scratched her face. 

Misa Vavasour. How awful! 

Her Friend. Awful? You don't know how wild it makes you 
to be called a—barmaid, 

Miss Vacasour, Well, but surely-— 

Her Friend, Oh, you don't understand—I am onc! 


{Saturday, Aprit 18, 1809, 


CHUCKS. 
(A ROMANCE OF THE RAIL.) 


—— 


CHAPTER If. 


THE promotion Chucks had longed for had come nt last. any 
with it 2 new era in his surroundings. He felt himself on. .,,. 
nearer Miss Sprotchley, and though it was some days ere he ¢,; | 
muster courage to approach the bar where she so deftly sw,,, 
round the liquids ; 
and the much too 
solids, he believed 
that his improved 
circumstances 
would make him 
welcome to her 
Sees puakdon 
chan; ion 
had changed his 
appearance. He 
was no longer ff 


fy my. 
lis opportunities 
for the study of 
the literature of 
seventy -eight 
kinds of British 
and foreign soa) 

which adorned the 
railway station 
walls enabled 
him to seiect one 
individual sort 
that would suit his 


cumulations 
which his former 
uncongenial official duties had covered his original complexim, 


he result was satisfactory from a sanitary point of view. s. 
ly applied is an emollient which will smooth away may 
ulties ; but, alas! the snap which will smooth the rocky ri; 
of true love has not yet been invented. Chucks’ face shoy 
gloriously three times a day from the rubbing he applied to it. bz 
the glow on his countenance did not evoke a responsive glow 
that fair face he had hoped to see brighten on his approach. 

Chucks was inexperienced and impatient. Miss Sprotchley ws 
experienced and cautious. The other platform men were oi 

uaintances, comparatively, and their attentions relieved t) 

ium of waiting for ngera by the up limited or the dom 
express. They won her attentions by patient waiting. Chu:s 
wasa new man. He had not hag waited. He must wait. Ther. 
fore, when Chucks hove in sight, Miss Sprotchley calmly saw hia 
not. 

If he approached the bar where she presided, she mere: 
looked through him with a calm, far-away that seemed » 
imply he was a sort of magnuit, ing glass, which makes the placars 
behind him relating to Blank's Bitters and MacSmith’s Whis; 
only more plainly visible. 

interviews were productive of gall to Chucks. The tre. 
ment he received embittered his beer and brought sorrow to hi 
soul. His colleagues knew not of his misery. They were not i: 
love with the magnificent Sprotchley—they only admired her, ani 
though they coveted the occasional smile, they did not hunger {« 
it like Chucks. Disappointment they may have felt when s 
showed unusual scorn as she raked in the twopences for a glass ¢ 
beer, but it was a disappointment that was mitigated by the ho 
that on the next pesnse she might be more genial. 

With Chucks there was little such hope. Disappointment mex 
for him black despair. She had never yet smiled upon him—:: 
might never smile upon him. 

Chucks was therefore speedily once more gloomy. 

For, alas ! soap won't wash away gloom. 

a gloom and despair are sometimes tho incentives to gret 
eroism, 

Chucks reflected over his untoward circumstances. [|i 
was as far from Miss Sprotchley’s favour as he could well ». 
Could he be worse off in that respect? Might anything he cou 
dare not improve his position—it could not spoil it ! 

He would venture. 

Yet his heart almost failed him when he had resolved to put bi 
fate to the touch. All night long he brooded over his project-2 
se waking moments and in his fitful slumbers he dreamed of 

ng. 

His resolve was to break down the icy barrier of silew 
which the haughty wide of Miss Sprotchley had frozen betwes 
them. Hitherto he only meekly and mildly asked humbly i 
a glass of beer when he deemed such a refreshment necessary. 10" 
Be pomstvee to provons the Conrerestion. A - he Lge receivel 

or disposing of a passenger's ve him the neces 
bullion to make his experiment. fle would try it. ; 

Miss Sprotchley heard his request for a glass of beer with te 
usual Sepeeenee of hearing a voice that had no tangible bot 
attached to it. As she set down the beer on the marble count 
with as severe a bang as an ordinary glass will stand, she hei 
the voice continue : 

“It’s a fine day, miss?” : 
ce Did anyone say it wasn’t?” said Miss Sprotchley, in loi 

nes. 

Chucks was crushed again. 


(To be continued neat week.) 
hee 


THE TEMPTATION OF ST. ANTHONY. 


T 
TO) 
ui 


“Oh you little darling, I love you!” 


3 Saturday, April 18, 1896.] 
SNATCHER'S PALS. 


ter nent is ptm and oes ah 
ibosh’s master inten im for the profess once rather 
/ Kio he had taught him to walk on his hind fegs, and invited 

veral leading proprietors of halls to come and im, with a 
; but do you think he could get Ki 


see hi 


w to engagemen to 
-eashow? Devil a bit; he certainly performed a somersault, 
t that was when his master kicked him down the kitchen stairs 


despair. The proprietors were di and called Kibosh's 
ster all manner of things. Then he was lent toa ere who 
s going to produce 7'he Forest of Bondy, but instead of flying at 
bit of liver concealed in the villain’s neck-handkerchief, he 
nt for the prompter, who had a fit. A Punch and Judy man 
»d him once, but when Punch threw the baby out of the window 
bosh jumped after it and worried it; then he made a hole in 
drum, got inside, and defied the Punch and Judy man. The 
tis Kibosh is ambitious, and he told Snatcher that as long as 
vy put him to do yecubar Wicks, he means crabbing the show. 

. desire of his life is to 7 a. 
(To be continued, ) 


THE BITER BIT. 
In, WILLIAM PAREM was wroth, very wroth indeed. This was 
by any means an unusual occurrence, because his best friend 
1d not have accused him of any overweening amiability of dis- 
sition ; but on this occasion Mr. Parem's choler was especially 
ible; he had been touched upon his tenderest spot—his Fog 
‘or there is no getting away from the fact that Mr. William 
pm was about as close 
they make'’em. Rude 
pple who had had busi- 
or monetary trans- 
ions with him called 
0 his n “a mean cuss,” “ 
pgy hulk,” “a skinflint 
pnd,” and other uncom. 
mentary things. But 
idn't seem to 
pd; he rather revelled 
his reputation for 
imony, 
ut to return to the 
ject of Mr. Parem's 
pth. It was occasioned 
the altered appear- 
e of the cold joint of 
ton that he had 
oned upon serving 
, not only for supper 
night, but for dinner 
t day as well. He 
uld swear that it had been tampered with since he had had it hot 
‘0 o'clock that Sunday afternoon. Of course, his landlady had 
n helping herself to it. The woman’s depredations were becom- 
really unbearable. He would ot suffer himself to be robbed 
this any longer. He would her a lesson somehow, 
day or two later, when Mr. Parem had finished dining Be a a 
y rib of beef, he did a very nasty, dirty trick. ing a 
d-sized bag partly filled with corpuleat gentles and portly lob- 
ms, he inserted the joint among the wrigal tied 
of the bag, and chuckled over it for a full fifteen minutes. Then 
estored the fouled joint to its dish, flicked away all signs of his 
Y Operation, and rang for his landlady to clear. 
e hadn't a doubt that she'd help herself to it liberally. The 

‘ow's dinner-hour came, and all through the course he 
id hardly restrain his impatience. He made a h meal off 
soup, however, for he was, of course, prepared for the loss of 

oint. 

hat was particularly nice,” he remarked, as his landlady 

ved the tureen, 
I’m glad you liked it, sir,” said the good dame. “You see, I 
n't think there was quite enough meat on the bone you left 
erday, so I stewed the whole lot down for the soup, and I’ve 
you a nice little bit of pork as a sevond course,” 

t her lodger had suddenly turned a sickly shade of green, and 
the smoking dish could be placed upon the table, he was in a 
ition which the fumes of the savoury joint only aggravates to 
verge of danger, 


PIPE THIS! 
ow that Parish Councillors, Vestrymen, and other similar magnates of the 
bu have taken to smoking during their arduous deliberations, we may expect 
3 to soon do ditto.) 
—_—, WE all now rejoice, 
Se Bees To note the new choice 
coe _.... Just made by our Parish Coun- 


Se cillors, 
) That they all, indeed, 
Kgs Will puff the weed, 
‘> And be (while at work) half- 
ounce-illors ! 
bes that rhyme is rash, 
ut pray don’t dash 
To punch the Poet for trying it), 
For this new decree 
To some gives glee— : 
Topeccooils (say) aren't guying 
i 
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And if Vestrymen, please, 
: ... Why shouldn't M.P.'s 
’ Mix debates with the weed Nico- 
If the 8 k 
e Speaker, say, 
Puffed a long, lone clay, 
Would it slacken his deep dee 
voti-an? 
(That's another strange rhyme, 
But pardon this time, 
They are only meant for a bluff or two.) 
Yes, the “ House,” we repeat, 
Would pronounce the weed sweet 
For even M.P.’s like a “ puff” or two! 


- - - 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


ve me, dear old ALLY, 
CARRIE ANDERSON, F108.” 


eee 


CITUAISHUNS I! HAVE LEFT. 
THE RECKERLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH M1FFINs (“ GENERAL"), 
CHAPPTUR NYXE. 
swete, is luv’s yung dreem. 
some sutch remarc befoar, butt i 
on this dellykit 
strate from the hart. 
eva or! with wich i 
luk 4 werd tu mi furst nite out. So kumpleatly © memmory 


‘in milk vender fil mi thort, that i repeetid] 
mi Soveatet hed the cousnar of mt mystrysis for 
innertensh mi dermestick 


and un tu 
jenties. howhever, tha wair a moast deesydid 
im t on Muther Grubbem, and the yung ladyes gaiv mo 
no of a ge beein, menny of them, quite afferbul, per- 
tickli wun, of which moar a. 

The and ankshusli hickspectid nite at larst pric bees it 
wos with beetin hart that i konkludid mi wurk and id 
upstares to kleen miself. Nevur did i taik grater panes ovur mi 
toylet, but i frely oe taiking a finul glarnse at mi reflex- 
shun in the mirrir, that the result wos not unflaterin tu mi madun 


‘Ow swete, ‘ow 


thair watun punkshul at the tristin plaice we ‘ad arangd—the ham 
and beaf shop at the korner of the strete. Undynirebly ‘ansum 
as ‘e ‘ad apeard in his eshernal atire, ‘e lookd leckly 
Addonnis-like in the sute wich now adornd h ul 


form, and from his yello silk hankerchef tu the peekock's fether in 
the ribun of his hat, quite the gent. 
Wot an neeving of delishush blis. Unkonshuse of the flite of 
thru strete arfter strete eckschangin muchul 
aad Kiowes wikia, uplis ad eal prosticse Alta 
loves wi 8 m! 
taisted os arftur i ‘ad 


kis yet lingured on mi lyps, wen as i maid mi wa along the gravul 
parth leedin tu the back dore a ‘and was sudenly laid erpon mi arm, 

Kno suner did i rekuvver from the mommenterry shoock of the 
inkounter than mi furst impulce was tu screem loudli foar help, 
but a warnin geschur from the strainger staid me. 

“'Ush!” he ses, sorftly, “doan’t maik a row; i’m not goin to 
‘urt yu. Are yu nota servunt ‘ere ?” 

I replyd, sumwot ortily, that i wos at presunt acting in that 


k rty. 

2 Well.” \ ses, 7a kno Miss Maitland, don’t yu?” 

I respondid that i did. She wos the yung laydy i av befoar aludid 
tu as bein spesherly aferbul tu me. . 

“Then,” ses ’e, ‘ere's fy ve shillins tu hand ¢his noat tu her unsean 


bi yoar mystrysis. Kum,” he “yu've got a sweteart yoarself, i 
shurely woant refuze ta 'elp tevin bares krooly sevured bi 


pe tu mi hag eget wos moar than i kood 
, and presin the misiv and the koins in mi 
parm the yuthful cto aah vannished agane intu the nite. 

(To be continued next week.) 
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IN 1900. 
“You advertised for 2 coachman, sir?” said the applicant. 


at did.” replied the merchant. “Do you want the situation?” 
iy 8 ied 


g gasoline, then? 


* i sir.” 
“ And you understand electricity?” 
- escheat fe 
“Good! Of course you are a machinist also?” 
“ Certainly.” 
“ And I presume you have an engineer's licence? ” 
Of course.” 
“Very well. You may go round to the stable and get tne auto- 
cycle ready. My wife desires to go for a spin in the park.” 


——— 


POEMS ON PARAGRAPHS. 
No. 1—THE HEROINE CHILD OF HOVE. 


News Par.— ii 15, of West Street, ‘hton, pluckily saved 
CLird Sy rhea in soon ok pate 


1 

LET laureates link long line on line, 

To praise the prowess of heroes fine 

Whose doughty deeds (as they skim the brine, 
Or over the prairie rove 

Achieve them guerdons of endless fame. 

But a smaller bard, with a larger aim, 

Is well-pleased in song to enshrine the name 
Of the Heroine Child of Hove! 


Il, 

Blithe children, quitting the safer beach 
For the risksome ne, could the sea-deeps reach 
On doubtful footholds : and each with eac 

For the furthermost journey strove. 
And one wee lad, in his reckless zes' 
Drew near to a death on the cold sea’s breast, 
When the Rescuing Angel's hand was pressed 

On the Heroine Child of Hove! 


111. 
The boy had stumbled, had swerved, had slipped, 
Had into the ‘eerie waters dipped ; 
And the death-god, waiting for victims, gripped 
His hand, and in triempe wove 
His funeral wreath. But nay! now, a fi 
The seemingly-doomed was not doomed that day, 
For along the beach, running lithe and gay, 
Came the Heroine Child of Hove! 


Iv. 
She saw what death-waves around him aver 
And, with hoop-stick still in her small hand kept, 
She into the pitiless waters leapt, 

And the death-god from him drove ! 
Herself an infant, an infant's frame, 
She snatched to life when the death-god came, 
And earned for herself the distinguished name 

Of “ The Heroine Child of Hove.” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

“ Pot into Force.”"—A youth, of whom his father has made a 
policeman. & 

Wy is Mr. G. R. Sims like his own equine “ Faust-up-to-Date”? 
—'Cos he don’t mind taking a friendly bit o’ chaff. 

Wuat's the difference between “‘founation ” and a false report ? 
ae ae is d-void of foundation: the former “foundation” 
void of “d.” 
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BIRDS SLOPER'S CAUGHT AND KEPT, 
“WHERE's THE SALT, FEYTHER?”"—ALEc. 


No. 9.—THE Ostricu. 


A most expensive to keep, 
And bow to you is a question. 
Ah, wel’: a load of stones is cheap, 
And you've, I know, a fine digestion. 


—A. SLOPER, Puct Laurcate, ete. 


—— ee 


A TAPROOM CONFESSION. 


“TP my old woinun was to — a thing to me,” began the man 
with the bleary eye and no collar, as the inebriate, whose wife had 
threatened him with an appeal to the magistrate, finished speaking, 
“do ay know what I should do?” 
“Yus,” replied the philosopher with the bit of egg-shell on his 
whiskers, rather unexpectedly. 
“Oh, you do, do yer—well, what should I do?” 
~ Nothing! Simmons,” went on the interrupter, “I’ve heard 
heaps o’ men talk like you before, but I'm married myself and it 
don't wash! It’s all very well for a man to talk about lordin’ it 
over his ald Dutch when he's sefe in a pub with a lot o' pals as 
don’t know his old woman, but at home he's as harmless as the 
le at a Sunday-school outin’! I’ve got as much pluck as 
most men, but afore I'd dare tell my old woman a knife 
wasn't — <= liver got — pegs bags x 1 iNeed 
prussic acid. o’ my joose through tuggin’ at 
steaks she's fried instead of grilled, and my digestion’s all broke 
down through eatin’ pertaters that she thought was cooked but J 
knew wasn't. But rather than tell her so I'd face good old 
Billington and his rope, cheerfully. When we was fust hitched 1 
had a hidea that I was foreman, but all that nonsense has bin 
knocked out o’ me—metaphorical and literal, as the newspa; 
say now I'm satisfied to play journeyman to the bossing. 
Lor, I'd ilick anybody in this bar, now, for a pot o’ six, or go an’ 
— pean cause Nob the bloomin’ ee w at 
goes in home my muddy boots, an ear the 
woman ask if T'dlan'’t notice tha man, why the starch is gone 
clean out o’ me!” 
i 


AND BERTIE SMOLE A SMILE. 


The Hon. Bertie. Have you been to see the Murillos yet? 
Nellie Hikiks, No—are they acrobats? 


a ee 


NOT IN STOCK. 


“JT LIVE ina lonely house in the country,” said a lady to a dog 
fancier, “and I want a good house-dog. 

“Yes, marm.” ‘ . 

“ But I don’t want onc that will keep me awake all night bark- 
ing at nothing.” 

“No, marm.” : 

“He must be strong and fierce, yet as gentle as a lamb with us, 

“lL understand.” - 

“ And he must pounce upon and drive every tramp away that 
comes to the house.” : 

“ Quite so.” : 

u But he must not interfere with any honest person coming 
along.” 

q arm. Anything more?” 

O Yes. If a barekse eons: the dog should attack him in- 


“Certainly.” 
“But os ees not molest anyone who makes a friendly call at 


” 
any time. - 


“No, marm., 

“ And of course he must not interfere with any persons who may 
have to come to see my husband, for he is a doctor, and has » 
great many people call.” 

“No, marm. I quite see what you want; you want a though. 
reading dog.” 

“ Yes, I suppose so. Can you send me one?” 

“Very sorry, marm, but I’m quite out of the kind you want at 
Present.” 


128 
THE “F.O.8.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 425.—Mr. Frep STREET, F.O.S. 


“ Commenced life asa baby in Marylebone, Decem- 
ber, 1861. Father well-known bass singer. Uncle 
the celubrated ‘eh adaas 8 Bedford, Toole and Wright 
n life as an office boy. 


rote as Gertrude Street for years. Sings as Fred 


manages to get al] the summonses, pony = 
other useless and annoying matter, meant for one or 
other of these worthies. Christmas presents and 
contracts miss him, Wishes to inform Jas. Fawn 
he has a “ box of ” Has written for the élite of 


usio- and Theatre 5 ° 
ried. Wife (Alice Bell). ae family. All 
dramatically inclined and musical. For writing, 
composing, and torturing the great B.P. Fred 
was presented with the coveted ‘ Award of Merit,’ 
M Sth, 1892."—Debrett Improved, : 


GIRLS BOB'S HAD TEA WITH. 

His lordship says he never had such an evening 
in his life. and he shall call there pretty often now, 
When they'd finished tea, the ancient and lamb-like 
game of honcy-pots was indulged in. It's a nice 
game, honey-pots, 


A Pigeon Pain, 
Gora Flyens- 


Badge design for a new club—now that there seem 
waimost as inany lady riders as gentlemen, 


a lla 
ri a 


THE RECENT CENSUS. 
The form to be filled up by the head of the family. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. [Saturday, April 18, 1896, 
THE WAY TO THE ZOO. 


A Coprer’s EXPERIENCE ON EasTER MonpaAy. 


A young lady at tne “ Friv.,” doing gon 
peices in the bottle and jug-gler oe 
men 


— 


(3) “Straight on, miss.” (4) Still at his post. 


ANOTHER JOKE FOR THE MESS TABLE. 
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“1 must invent some excuse for waiting all thi: 
The Captain. Major Plunger has lost a couple of ponies over this game. time to : ; d - with 
Zeobel, Indeed! I thought he'd been riding the same one all through, ous her cing ay can kel algae noem 


HAVE YOU EVER NOTICED P—No. 4. 


(1) Have you ever noticed that the jovial-looking fat man who, away (2) No sooner enters his orn domestic circle than he becom: * 
from home, is the life and soul of whatever society he mixes with— thunder-cloud whose portentous frown carries dismay to every busv!"- 
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